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Sample Story Analysis: The Wobbling Red Cloth

Take the sample story of about five hundred words apart in three parts: before

the match, the stalemate, and the cheering.

The opening: my palms were soaked with sweat; I wiped them twice on my trousers
and it did not help. The moment the rope settled on my shoulder, I suddenly dared not
move. Comment: it enters straight through the body — no sunny—afternoon cliché, no
our class joined a tug-of-war announcement. Two sentences and the pre-match nerves

stand firm; this is the cheapest way to open.

The stalemate paragraph: the red cloth stopped two finger—widths left of the
center line, drifted slowly right, and when our side chanted one—two—pull it slid
back. The heavy—set boy opposite had a face like fire, the rope cutting a deep line
around his waist. My toes braced the ground; every pull slid me half an inch forward,

then nailed me down again. Somewhere along the way the cheerleaders went hoarse,
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leaving only the whistle and our heavy breathing. Comment: this is the best part of
the piece. The cloth’s left-right drift gives the stalemate a visible scale; finger-
widths and half an inch make the tug—of-war measurable. The rope mark on the opponent

shows the narrator is watching the whole field, not just pulling with his head down.

The ending: the back row s shoes suddenly slipped, the whole line wobbled once,
we pressed over, and the whistle blew. The team exploded; substitutes rushed in to
hug people; someone with a shredded voice could manage only one word. The heavy-set
boy from the other side sat on the ground, and after a long while gave us a thumbs-—
up. Comment: the winning moment is deliberately short — slip, wobble, press, whistle
— matching how real matches turn in one second; the thumbs—up says more than any

although—they—-lost—with—honor narration.

Two flaws. First, a middle sentence reads this match taught us the power of unity
— a theme—stating sentence; delete it outright, the details already carry the theme.
Second, the pre—match paragraph only covers the narrator; add one line where the
class monitor at the front turns back and shouts nobody yanks early, wait for the

whistle, and the team appears.

Three tricks worth stealing: open through the body, measure the stalemate in
sizes, give the opponent one action. All three live in detail; a five—hundred-word

story needs not a single grand lesson.
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